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They're not alone. 
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This book is dedicated to issue six. 


SUZIE 
GETTING 
IT BACK 


Seriously, 
| look like a 
boiled Hulk. 


Its been just a 
couple weeks. As 
things with Jon 
and | headed 
toward, yknow, a 
regular thing, | 
thought, well, why 
not go back on 
The Pill. 


It hadn't sat right 
with me in the past 
but | thought, well, 
maybe there’s new 
drugs, new things 
to try. 


Birth? twas 
wondering 
if | could get 
another 
appointment, 
maybe get 
soMY 
MUFFIN! 


NS 


Controlled. 


Well, the ain § 
he prescribed 
kind of make 


me feel like 
garbage? 


ars 


\ Five second a 
rule, right? 


| Three for 

<< heavily-trafficked 

sidewalks? - 
ol \ 


my shame. 


Im retaining so 
much water I'm 
peeing sand and 
my skin is so 
splotchy | look like 
a freshly-spanked 
Hellraiser monster. 


Jon would know 
what those are 
called | bet. 


These pills make me 
want to un-have every 
sex | ever had, so | 
suppose as birth 
control it’s a success. 


no no my 
muffin i need 
you come ba— 


I¥’s the birth 
control pills. 


It's gotta be 
these new 


| 


—my 
TIGHTS— 


FUCK 


EVERYTHING 
this is the | 
worst— © 


You gonna 
finish that? 


ees NA i 
DS | Muffins 44 ete 
etmmimmsc5p 0 c18/t5 520) Farmar VPC ~~ 


iurdns onal VW ee ae . ie i 
the streets in YY Couldve been a ' : 
all the towns in total bitch and Sag” find we hadnt 
the world, she [A shewasnit. 27 NS alked since 

had to watch a r= \ moved out, and | 

e take a bite yy =o moved out because 
ie + of hot | threw her over 

i = — Rach was when me and Jon 

| Just cool heated up and she 
y regular Rach. knew we were up 


ft ToS to something. 4 


E SPECIALS 5, 
MSY Cee ras 
ata fal $10 
es Bunch of 
| 53 


I'm as big as a 
fucking whale and 


> 
y splotchy like a = 
teenager, eating & J 
; ; street pastry— a 


| should 
ye fens 
She’s my er this. disrespect. 
best friend Not you. Youre Creat: 
and I—yknow Its just— 


Rach, youre 
my best friend 
and | fucked up. 


| mean... | 
know what it’s like to 
get a little fuck-drunk 
and wander off with 
someone new. 


I love you, ¥ 

you little And thank 

dickweed. you. Can | 
say | needed 
to hear that? 


| guess | felt like 
there were secrets 
between us for the 
first time? 


that make me ¥ 
shitty and 
small? 


Because | 
needed to 
hear that. 


didn't know 
what to do 
with that. 


; | never 
What if | told anybody : ‘ 
told her? but Jon, not Heats 
really. What if Rach about Jai cael 
1 just, like... The Quiet? AAI} ea 
: 7 Ui you. 


Something 
happens to 
me when I— 


mean, doesn't 
happen to 
other people. 


l What, like 
you squirt? 


No! No. 
l#’s—well one 


time maybe a 
a is y 


—when | have 
an orgasm, time stops. 
Literally. Or it slows 
way down, Im not 
sure. 


But | dont 
stop. | can walk 
around, do stuff. 
The worlds 
frozen but I... 


| get 
swarmed with 
colors and lights 
and feel really 
warm, and sound 
goes funny in my 
ears, and— 


—It's like 
magic. It's like a 
superpower. A 
totally useless— 


—I dont 
know what it is, 


and | thought 
for along time | 
was just some 
kind of freak. 
And | was alone. 
But then— 


I?’s the 


first time. 


But no, whole reason 
something leven talked = 
else. And it’s to you, sex 
always been queen of 
like this. Eastview 
Middle, the 


—then | 
met Jon. 


And it 
turns out 
he’s just 
like me. 


—350 many 
stupid man 
colors. 


—I mean 
were barely 
living together. 
Next he'll think 
| want to throw 
his clothes 
away or— 


Hey, 
Suzie-Q... 


| dunno, 
something 
like— 
—Like, draw 
dicks on my 
face or— 


I know, 
right? | want to 
paint but— 


—he chose 
these 
HIMSELF? 


Right? But 
we just sorta... | don’t 
know what we are and 
maybe “Hey let me 
paint your apartment” 
girl isn't— 


Were not 
talking about 
painting 
anymore. 


Why are you punning You should 
a bath, freak? Just get off like do something 
regular people, with a magazine, your hilarious to 
fingers, and a lifetime of resentments prove it. 
towards everyone who ever 
silently judged you... 


—wow, youre 
done? 
Promise 
you wont 
be mad. 


This is 
what you get 
for doubting my 
time-stopping 
cooch. 
I'd be 
fucking amazed 
if you HADNT 
ACTUALLY 
DRAWN DICKS 
ALL OVER MY 
FACE. 


Ive been going 
crazy with the library 
stuff. The bank says 
theyll grant us extra 
time, they take it back, 

everything's been... 
Just saturated in 
stress. 


And Jon's 
got his own 
stuff. He’s on 
some medication 
that might not 
quite be right 
for him. 


“Out of this 
World”-ing. 
And yeah. 
Well— 
good little 
Nazi you 
\ would have 
made. 


So this is 
your life? 
Doinking your 
boyfriend 
and Small 
Wonder-ing 
all over 
town? 


And too, yknow. 

I#’s been a while. The 
newness kind of wears 
off. Thank god were 
not fucking all the time 
anymore. | never got 
anything done and 
pissed my best friend 
off, yknow? 


Everything's 

normal now. 

Everything's 
Jjust— 


fay i 
| had a pretty big 


tenth grade year. 


JON 
GETTING 
AWAY WITH Everything was 


IT oe \ | coming together for 
oz ol Jon Johnson. 


The picture is from 
ninth grade, though. Il 
get to that in a second. 


i ee (C977 


| was the yearbook 
photographer. | had a 
free pass to shoot 
anywhere in my 
school an hour every 
day but | was so 
fucked up and shy— 


—Id roam the 
hall not taking 
pictures. 


Cit 
NW 


That sounds 
bad when | say 
it like that. 


Jennibeth | 
Monroe. 


“A 
~ She transferred in 
from somewhere 
down south and 
talked like a sexy 
Foghorn Leghorn. 


Doesnt 
matter. 


| had only just 

It was like she found my own dick. 
crash-landed Yknow? | couldn't 
here from even talk to her. 
planet Sex. 


(+t wasnt just 
her voice. 

I+ was her 
whole her. 


But | 


|| TAKE PHOTOS 
OF YOUR 
GENITALS 


| | had a whole 
special room 
with a lock on it 
at my disposal. 


| was expected to 
be there daily, 
alone, in the dark. 


The wrongness of it all 
hadn't occurred to me in 
the flood of hormones 
and dick-fire | had to 

And | could beat get out of me. 

my dick so hard y 

time would stop. 


| would look at her 
from a place no 

one could see me, 
| thought. 


| would stop the 
world and make it 
all my own private 
Cumworld. 


In the hot-flush 
fury of it all, | felt 
like all my wishes 
had come true. 


And | went after 
her, running. 


But then... 


My blood cooled. 
Sanity returned 
as the urge to 
get off receded, 
as it’s wont to do. 


Maybe not sanity. 
Rationality. 

Common-fucking 
-sense returned. 


| swear, the velocity 
and intensity of 
deviant thoughts that 
race through my 


head in the lead-up 
to coming absolutely 
startles me when | 
think back on it. 


In the moment, Im 
___ up for anything. 
But afterwards? 


So between 
busting a nut in 
the darkroom 
and getting back 9» 
to my be-lusted 
Jennibeth— 


| go back to 
timid— 


—Is that 
Judgmental?— 


—I realized what 
sent me off to 
the races wasnt 
‘just looking, but 


a rather full-bore 


‘sexual assault.” 


—I go back to thinking i" 
like my largely- : 
unadventurous self. Gr 
And that —Jesus, | get | realized that’s 
wasnt me. ashamed just exactly what | 
That wasn't— thinking that | was doing. Not 
was thinking lusting after 
about it. her for once. 
But looking. 


| mean, look 
at her. 


lt wasnt dirty, or 
. In Cumworld | 5 In fact | could 
\ wasn't shy Me Baar! see everything, 

anymore. | pretty much. 

= could observe 
and not be ve 7 
afraid of being Bay 
observed ’ \ 

x anymore. oo 


| dont 
understand 
its it’s just 


how it is. ay 


Mn 
| could just 
see her. 


Wii™ 0 i 


| shot anything. | eae, 


shot eee 


In real life | 
was paralyzed, 
embarrassed, 

ashamed. 


In Cumworld | 
could finally 
fucking exhale. 


— | went everywhere. 
Impossibly, invisibly. 


Just looking at people 
made me care about 

them more. | fell in love | 
with everything and 
everyone a little bit. 


And all of life was 
Just there, waiting 
for me to see it. 


Part of me ee == 
like | learned what —_ 
life was a little bit => 
in those days. SSS 


bbiaidd 


They were all 

beautiful in some 

way. | just had to 
wait and watch 
and I'd catch it at 
the right time. 


But when they started 
paste-up and needed 
| shot and shot. pre all my negatives 
And shot and ad decayed super fast. 
shot some 
more. 
| hadn't been 
processing anything 
yet—I was just 
Hundreds. shooting. wbut | 


Thousands of hoto hed 
pictures. Hee se 


Anyway, | learned 
Stop-bath chemicals 


work weird in | shot everything 
Cumworld. Maybe light, everywhere... 
too, | dunno. The end 


result was the same: 


So there were no 


— photographs in the 
yearbook that year. My dad didn't care one 
oe way or the other. 


o> 
—— To save money on g 


printing, they didn't 
even run the class 
__— headshots. 


| dont know if 
he noticed it 
or not. 


| dont know if he £ ‘ —™ S As with 
noticed anything. i j every other 
i Sf developmental 
A ae hiccup in the 
| N spasming 
diaphragm that 
was my teenage 


years, this was 
met witha 
defeated, 
half-absent sigh. 


Akind of 

what-can-you-do Tr Gotta 
weariness that = use the 
pervaded my =" can, dad. 
parents’ disciplinary 

relationship with me 

and my behavior. 


Okay, son, 
you know 
where it is. 


Good or bad. 
What can you do? 


| 


The lesson | took 
away was wrong. 


| see that now, but, 
yknow. | was a kid. A boy. 
And | had a boy’s sense 

of right and wrong. 


And I'd just gotten 
ae with i | fucked up a whole 
fucking yearbook. | 
beat off in school and 
fucked around all day. 
| got a grade that 
wrecked my GPA. 


And all of these wrong 
, lessons coiled around 
one another and tied 
one wrong idea to the 
other in my head. 


Free from threat of 
punishment, and with 
this profound gift in 
my back pocke?, here’s 
what I learned: 


If | could Wen: away | could get away 
with anything... with everything. 


| 


™. v 4 


That name. Jesus 
Christ, that name. 


Almost enough to 
forgive her. 


JON 
GETTING 
AWAY FROM IT 


| think about her, and 
those weird thugs of 
hers that beat me up. 


| think about the dread and 
the worry and paranoia 
Myrtle Spurge and her Sex 
Police gave me and Suzie. 


Most of all, | think 
about how amazing 
this feels. 


Ive never—Ive creeped 
at the bank. At school. 
But never... 


Never anything— 
anywhere—like this. 
Ive never been so 
personal before. So 
punitive and mean. 


How the hell am 
| gonna— 


Literally the only 
thing in this room 
not constructed 
to aid and abet een Poot ae 
tii FF is this. U 
getting of f is this. Hagel 
unmarked keys. 


For a second | think 

Suzie would be zm 
proud that | choose oat killing 
the file cabinet to me, Spurge. 
fuck with first. 


And not, yknow, one 
of a zillion dongs. 


The floor falls out 
from under me. 


My lungs go ice 
cold and my ears 
go red hot. 


| swear to god | 
can hear my own 
heartbeat. 


She—they— 
—the Sex Police— 


Were not alone. 


| thought it 
wi t me. 


| got the 
alarm but— 


—Where’s 
Myrtle? 


Youre the 

uy that beat 
the shit out of 
me with a dildo. 


The bus 
driver. 


—And now there's 
a fucking filing 
cabinet of people. 


And what 
if—what if — 


Okay, uh, 
you—youre 
under arrest 
or whatever. 


And itll 
take more than 
a vibrator that 
looks like a gun 
to get away 
this time. 


dammit, 
man, | will 


Nailed it. 
=m 


‘1,11, Lgot—I was so mad. 
“Honey—? Because of the bank “Because Ive 
foreclosing on you again. been, |, | saw, | 
see the Sex 
“THe d up... . Police there all 
pues? the time and— 


“And | got so mad at, at, at, “And th 
at them, but mostly myself. tales batt 
mostly them 


again. 


“And | think they put 
it together and | 
think they took the 
foreclosure back 
because of me. 


“Lwas just... | dont 
know why. | fucked up, 
is why. But listen. 


“Kegelface. | 
went into Cum - 
The Quiet, and | 
broke into her 
house. 


“| found their hideout, 
Suze. The Sex Police. 


“| got in a fight 
i id | knocked the 
‘And the Sex an 
Police found me. , one guy out. 


“The one that 
hit me with 
the dildo. 


“Lleft him in that one 
park, down by the river, 
tied up with SM shit...” 


.. and | stole 
everything | 
could carry. 


LETTER DADDIES 


SEND YOUR THOUGHTS, SEXUAL QUESTIONS, AND MP3s OF NEWSCASTERS GIVING DIRTY TALK TO 
EMAILTHESEXCRIMINALS@GMAIL.COM. YOUR TYPOS/SHAME ARE YOUR OWN AND WILL BE RUN AS RECEIVED. 
ALL ASSUMED OK TO PRINT UNLESS STATED OTHERWISE. 


HEY GUYS SORRY WE’RE 
LATE HAVING NERVOUS 
BREAKDOWNS WHAT SURE 
HERE’S LETTERS: 


| found out about this through your 
wife, Matt. (...) 


You are indeed a pretty good writer. 
| fell in love with the comic, the 
characters and everything about 

it. (and I’ve already read Hawkeye 
too). But what | didn’t expect the 
Chip factor. HEY THERE CHIP, 

U ROCK! Seriously dude, | mean 
it, your art is otherworldly and 
breathtaking!! (also | like those 
words) 


PS: why were there so many woods 
next to schools or whatever? | live 
in fucking Brazil and | don’t see that 
many woods around. Maybe the 
woods would magically appear to 
horny boys? Or do you guys say 
“woods” when you mean empty lot 
with lots of/some trees? 


Camila A 


Hey you hear that mom? Pm A 
PRETTY GOOD WRITER! 


And | don’t want to suggest that 
correlation means causation, but 
that porn has to be ending up in 
the woods SOMEhow. 


(...)Questions: 1. When Jon’s dick 
glows does it like start to flash or 
flicker on and off when he’s about to 
leave The Quiet? 2: Any explanation 
for why Jon’s wearing a Star trek 
uniform and like Spider-man gloves 
and stockings when him and Suzie 
are planing the bank robbery? 


With enough love to clog 25 toilets, 
Taylor P. <3 


What the fuck does that mean, 
‘clog 25 toilets’? How does -- 
what do you think love is? Where 
do you think love comes from? 


Also—I think it sort of fades out 


like E.T.’s chest when he died of 
2nd Act Pneumonia. 


And it’s because they were 
fucking. 


Maybe your toilets are being 
clogged because you keep trying 
to flush your post-coital Starfleet 
uniforms down them out of 
shame. Own up to your fetishes, 
Taylor! -CZ 


Yo Hey.. Hi Matt. Matt Fraction, hey 
hello. 


So | just read SexCrims6 (...) and 
it... spoke to me? Does that sound 
cheesy? A comic full of dick jokes 
spoke to me. Whatever, it did. It’s 
been 3 weeks now since I’ve really 
felt anything. Like anything at all. 
So when | read your comic and | 
related to it, well hey... at least that 
was something. I’m not gonna get 
all sentimental and say you saved 
my life or anything, but man... at 
least you put that shit out into the 
world and for that | thank you, 
because you get it. 


How is it that | can sit here and 
exist and know awesome things are 
out there like yoga pants and oreo 
milkshakes exist and still not feel 

a twinge? Why doesn’t anything 
seem ever satisfy for long? How 
come it seems that every day I’m 
just moving away from whatever 

it is that everyone else seems to 
be “getting”? Man this is some 
melodramatic stuff. Whatever, it 
seems like maybe you get what I’m 
talking about. 


(...) | Know you’ve been there, and 
like... well | guess I’m there now, 
but your story and your words give 
me some hope that maybe it’s just 
being in your 20s that sucks (wtf, no 
one ever tells you that). | mean, I’m 
not sayin Sex Crims changed my 
life, but it FELT important, and thats 
well... important. 


(..-) 


PS: If Chip read this first. Heyyyyy 
Chip! If some other person read 
this, heyyy other person! 


Shane B. 


What the hell are you talking 
about? There are literally entire 
sections of bookstores full of 
books about how being in your 
twenties sucks. Hemingway’s 
was called A FAREWELL TO 
ARMS. Fitzgerald’s was THE 
GREAT GATSBY. | bet Gatsby was 
thirty though. No way Nick was, 
though. Literally EVERYTHING 
EVERYWHERE TELLS YOU YOUR 
TWENTIES SUCK. 


Anyway. Why doesn’t it last? 
Because we’re stupid fucking 
sea lions and if someone would 
throw fish - money - sex- joy 

into our stupid fucking mouths 
all day long we’d grow bigger 
dumber fatter and never get off 
the rocks, that’s my feeling. If joy 
was just tossed in our mouths 
we’d grow expectant of it... and 
eventually it'd stop being special 
just like everything else. Joy and 
bliss would just be another dead 
fucking fish some dumb human 
throws at us so we clap our 
flippers. Orrp orrrp orrp. 


And | promise you - all you gotta 
do is survive your twenties, grow 
into a richer, more empathetic, 
more sympathetic, more loving 
human soul that’s been touched 
by love, loss, and kindness. | 
think it’s what the twenties are 
for. Feel joy and fear, go places, 
meet people, do stuff, make 
mistakes, make art, do great 

and dumb things. The twenties 
was the best time for me to do 
that shit. And what | found was 
the more | grew my heart in my 
twenties, the richer life my life 
got in my thirties. And then one 
day | made a baby in someone 
and literally everything | thought | 
knew or understood went out the 
fucking window. 


Or you can just find someone that 
looks fucking amazing in yoga 
pants no matter how many oreo 
milkshakes you eat together and 
just chase that feeling forever, | 
dunno. 


SEX TIP Pre-ejaculate is nature’s lubricant, so feel free 
to drag your freshly erect penis along your bike chain 


every few months. 


Also maybe try rubbing one 
out somewhere scary, like in a 
haunted house. 


When I rub one out in a house it 
becomes haunted, fyi. -CZ 


(...) | just wanted to tell you 

that | sort of cried a bit. At first | 
didn’t like Issue 6. | didn’t maybe 
understand it. I’m not sure why | 
didn’t understand it: I’ve gotten 
fucked with an ADHD diagnosis that 
doesn’t actually do much fucking 
good anyway, and the medication 
sucks and your creativity disappears 
and so you’re either fat and reactive 
or you’re on emotion-nuclear meth. 
Then of course you have this shit 
temper, and it’s shit, and you are 
always mad and your sexuality is 
tied to your mad and you're either 
not mad and dead or you’re always 
mad and kind of alive but how do 
you live a functional life if you’re just 
so fucking mad all the time? 


You know, and it really sucks, 
because | want to be a more 
functional adult? But maybe we just 
can only live inside comic books. 
They say ADHD and disorders like it 
are “societal babies,” because with 
the great pendulum of sociology 
we've just entered a phase where 
we can’t accept razzle-dazzlers 

like me and Jon. | don’t have 
defiance, luckily: just CRAZY PTSD. 
But whatever, that’s basically the 
story of being young, female, and 
reasonably open/brave. At least I’m 
beginning to realize. 


Digression... thanks, basically. 
There’s not really anything left in 
the world that remotely reflects me 
these days but a few tandem bits 
and pieces, and a lot of it is what 
you write. Fiction’s really sad and 
lonely, both comics and otherwise... 
If it’s there it’s so shrouded in rape 
threats and nonsense that I’m 
scared to directly identify with it 
sometimes, as if it'll hurt me. And if 
it’s in a comic, | don’t know, I’m not 
there, I’m only kind of there, maybe 
I’m not even there. 


I think all creatives and kind-of 
adults have really hard years every 
year, even if the year is really good. 
I’ve had a real rough row with this 
guy I’m supposed to marry, and | 
kind of understood him a bit more 
via Jon, too: and for that I’m even 
more thankful than any of the stuff 
before. 


Sometimes when there’s someone 
who’s too special, you can’t really 
think straight, and you just always 
push them away. They burn too 
brightly, they hurt more than anyone 
else, and that’s kind of a good 
thing, maybe. (He’s real skinny. 
Body-dysmorphia thing, | think, but 
we can’t be too sure, because he’s 
not always honest: that’s my job.) 
I’m trying to do this writing thing 
and | keep looking at people who 
aren’t that much older than me and 
wondering if I'll ever get it, and I’m 
really happy for that, because at 
least you give me words to describe 
things that | need words for. I’m 
really happy that | can maybe fix 
this thing if | just keep remembering 
that way of saying things, if | can 
remember that I’m mad for no good 
reason and sometimes you can 
wield it... 


| can’t be alone in this, so you 
should take this praise and just strip 
and roll around in it. 


Oh yeah and | guess you’re OK too, 
Chip. 


Really happy the break is done: | 
was singing as | bagged & boarded 
our new comics today (It’s Sex 
Crims day~~~~) 


Jesse S. 


Jesse this letter is amazing and 
brave and you’re amazing and 


brave and thank you for writing it. 


Also, maybe try rubbing one 
out somewhere scary, like in a 
haunted house. 


Or in a puppet. Puppets are 
scary! -CZ 


| imagine you might be getting a 

lot of emails like mine. | hope you 
do. | just finished issue #6 (and | 
know it’s not even midnight on June 
18th yet, but | work in a comic shop, 
So pre-reading is encouraged), 

and it was the most a comic has 
spoken to me, ever. Thank you for 
Ghost Jon. | spent my life on anti- 
depressants and mood stabilizers, 
and one day decided I’d had 
enough of life inside the bubble, so | 
gave ‘em up. It’s different out here, 
better, | think. But there really isn’t 
a “better,” just varying degrees of 
“good.” Some days being a ghost 
sounds like the very best thing. But 
your comic made me laugh and cry, 
and those emotions wouldn’t have 
penetrated the bubble. 


Heh. Penetrated. 


Anyway, thank you. For Jon’s 
breakdown, and his phone call, and 
excruciatingly quiet car ride. For his 
shrink in the mall. For his love song 
to leggings. For the butts. Thank 
you for helping me to see myself 

in a comic about time-freezing 
orgasms and sex cops. It can’t 
have been easy to write, and it 
wasn’t easy to read, but thank you. 


Kelly W. 


We’re all alone together, right? 
Dick jokes « feelings - SexCrims. 


I’m not crazy about the legging 
thing, right? | mean, | feel bad but 
JESUS CHRIST WOMEN DON’T 
YOU SEE WHAT THE ASSMEN 
HAVE TRICKED YOU INTO 
DOING. 


Also, maybe try rubbing one 
out somewhere scary, like ina 
haunted house. 


| predict the next Ass 
Iluminaughty (Matt, let’s 
trademark that imeeds 
(immediately)) move will be to 
convince ladies to get photos of 
their butts printed on their shirts, 
so ass fans will just lose their 
minds every which direction. -CZ 


SEX TIP Remember, slow and steady wins the race. 
And it IS a race. Never forget that if you want 


to be a winner. 


What do | have to do to join the ass- 
illuminati? 


Richard B. 


Maybe try rubbing one out 
somewhere scary, like in a 
haunted house. 


Or in an American Apparel, | 
guess. -CZ 


| had to write to you immediately 
upon finishing issue six, which, 

if ’'m not mistaken, was actually 
written somewhere in my head. The 
only way you could have gotten 

all the details of the uncomfortable 
places in there, where | don’t like 
to dwell, so perfect is if you were 
poking around in there in person. 

| am diagnosed with ADHD and 
suffer from depression. No one’s 
ever suggested | have oppositional 
defiance disorder, but | sure do 

tell a lot of people, particularly 
perceived figures of authority, to 
go fuck themselves. The ADHD | 
control relatively well, even if | do 
sometimes climb too far out on 

the limb of self-medication, but the 
depression is another story. My 
experience with anti-depressants 
was almost exactly the same as 
Jon’s, the depiction in the back half 
of the issue was uncanny. It was 
worse than the depression. Even in 
my bleakest times, there are bursts 
of positive, fiery passion. But in that 
“smoothed over’ world, there was 
nothing... for me, as an aspiring 
writer, as someone whose idea of 
living is completely tied to a drive 
to create, that world was worse like 
death. 


| never really came up with a 
solution. | just kept running like 
mad thinking | could always stay 
ahead of it. For all of my twenties, 
and even the first couple years of 
my thirties, it kinda worked. But 
everyone gets tied up or worn 
down eventually, and it caught 
up with me hard last year. It was 
almost the end of my marriage, 
and that’s what finally scared me 


enough to put aside my aversion 

to therapy, though | still wont go 
back on those meds. It’s been a 
rough road, but week by week, 
things are getting better. Two of the 
hardest things to deal with have 
been feelings of isolation, feeling 
all alone with your problems in your 
own little world, and having no way 
of articulating what your feeling 

to the people in your life who are 
trying to break through and connect 
with you. For helping to solve both 
of those problems in twenty-two 
perfect fucking pages, god-damn 
gentlemen, | can not thank you 
enough. 


Love, 
Mike R 


Man, that’s heavy. I’m glad you 
sought out help. The aversion to 
asking for and getting help with 
mental health is akin to thinking 
you can just get over cancer 
yourself. It’s not something you 
can sleep off, shake off, grow out 
of, get over, necessarily. Anyway 
I’m glad you’re on a better road. 


I'd suggest rubbing one out 
somewhere scary, like ina 
haunted house, but it sounds like 
you’ve had a rough patch here 
lately so you get a pass. 


Nope, you still have to rub one 
out in a haunted house, sorry. -CZ 


(...) had porn in the attic. My dad 
claimed it wasn’t his and was 
holding it for a friend. A likely 

story. I’m not even remotely sure 
why, but my neighbor girl, who was 
a couple years older, and | found 
itin the attic, She showed me the 
pictures and explained everything to 
me. As much as she knew for being 
13, anyway. | think | was in disbelief 
at first. It would be a few years until 
| found out everything for myself. 


My parents were absolutely no help 
in that department. 


Now | have to think that anyone that 
doesn’t have at least a somewhat 


interesting and misguided losing 
your virginity story must be a bit 
boring. | was at my cousin’s boy 
friend’s house swimming, when his 
friend came over to visit. He was 
21 and very attractive to me in his 
spandex shorts. 


He asked me to go with him to get 
some cigarettes so | hopped in his 
Chevette with Star Trek seat covers 
and we were off. We ended up 
parking in a gravel pit like area. | 
admit it was in extremely poor 
judgement but | was 15 and for 
some reason | thought | was going 
to die soon and wanted to get this 
over with before that happened. 


And so | had sex in the front seat 

of a Chevette with Star Trek seat 
covers with a guy in spandex shorts. 
Did | mention I’m 5’10”? This was 
no easy feat. We were interrupted 
by him being paged (remember 
pagers?) by his mom. He took me 
back to my cousin’s boy friend’s 
house but by then, they’d left me 
there! 


So there | was, stranded in a town 
25 minutes away by car, recently 
fucked and fucked over, and left 
with a neck full of hickeys so bad it 
appeared as if | was strangled. And 
that’s exactly what | lied to my mom 
when she had to pick me up. | told 
her that my cousin and | had been 
fighting and she strangled me and 
left me there. 


Thinking back, how in the world 
did she EVER believe me? | was 
grounded for fighting and that was 
that. 


When my mom did find out | wasn’t 
a virgin, years later, by reading a 
note | had written to a friend, (do 
kids even write notes in school 
anymore? Or do they just text?) she 
grounded me again! She invaded 
my privacy, searched through my 
things, read my private thoughts, 
and reprimanded me for it. Doesn’t 
seem right, does it.? 


When it came time for me to take 
someone's virginity, | did my duty by 
making it as awkward as possible. 
My claim to (in)fame is that | took 


SEX TIP Feet are EXTREMELY sexy and should be paid 
attention to in bed. Oh, also, did you know Quentin 
Tarantino is a foot fetishist, |—wait, where are you 


his virginity twice! He and | had had 2. A quarry, a Chevette -- AND 
Star Trek seat covers? If | saw 
that in a movie | would say 
bullshit, because there is no way 
a guy who died DROWNING IN 
PUSSY could ever drive his car 
to a quarry. Or gravel-pit-area. 


this will they or won't they thing 
going on for awhile. One drunken 
night at a house party, we ended 

up in the room of the host’s 10 year 
old sister. (She wasn’t there) Things 
were progressing. We stripped 
down on that pink comforter and 
just as | was penetrated, so was the 
room, with all our drunk friends. And 
that was the end of that. Poor guy. 
All that build up with no reward. 


It would be months later that we 
finally finished the job. In the back 
seat of my car. In my friend’s 
driveway. During, of course, another 
house party. 


(-..) 


When | saw the movie The 
Sweetest Thing, there was the part 
with Selma Blair that felt it was 
looking into my own life. Never 
watched it? Well her character got 
the guy’s dick ring caught on the 
back her throat while giving a blow 
job. She had to sing to relax enough 
so | came out. 

Me? Yeah. | got a ring stuck while 
giving a blow job. | didn’t sing 
though. | started choking. | was 
thinking, this is it. This is going to 
be how | die. Choked to death on 
cock. Death by weiner. | thought 
about my funeral and the people 
asking my mom how it happened. 


Laughter. | started laughing so hard 
at the absurdity of it all, that it came 
unstuck and all was well. 


| also once had sex on the lane of 

a bowling alley just to always “win” 
the where was your weirdest place 
conversation. No one ever asks. 


(..-) 
Missy S. 


Okay this wins all the things. Just 
a few things off the top of my 
head: 


1. The ladies write the BEST 
LETTERS oh my god. 85% of the 
guy letters are bad dick jokes. 


3. | knew a girl who once, while 
blowing a fella, took a load, 
without warning, to her EYE. 
And that shit burns, apparently. 
So the next time she blew him, 
and he, having been corrected in 
his behavior and been advised 
to give clear warning for when 
he was gonna pop, advised 

her thusly, SHE STRAIGHT UP 
PUNCHED HIM AS HARD AS SHE 
COULD. He came tears. 


4. I'm trying to figure out what 
would be more horrifying -- a 
dead girl attached by the mouth 
to my dick, or the sound a 
NEARLY dead girl would make as 
she chokelaugh-spat my dick out 
of her mouth and then gasped for 
air. | mean, the dead girl. Right? 
That'd be worse. Pretty sure 
that'd be way worse. Pretty sure. 


5. Chip and | threatened a very 
famous artist with Dick Murder 
today. No kidding, just a second 
ago, Chip sent a picture of my 
dick painted to look like Lee 
Falk’s Phantom. 


6. | want to just reread this letter 
forever. I’m sorry | had to abridge 


7. Please go rub one out 
somewhere scary, like in a 
haunted house, and write us 
about it, because | bet it would be 


Oh, man, Missy, | hope to make 
sex one day so! can have such 
excellent stories as well. -CZ 


Sex Criminals is amazing. All the 
issues have been great, but issue 
6 was a punch to the gut for how 
real it felt. The imagery of a grey 
Jon, when on the drugs, was great 


imagery for how the apathy of being 
on the wrong meds feels. I’ve been 
in that grey-state when on drugs for 
depression in my late teens. When 
it comes to medication for brain 
chemistry, it feels like you’re playing 
roulette - red 35 wasn’t a winner, 
lets try black 26. 


Next up, | never had the Porn in the 
Woods experience, but my friend 
and | found porn at 14 when we 
were working at an amusement 
park. Amusement park parking lots 
have to be on par with the drive-in 
theater experience for places to 
have sex. Everyday there were 
numerous used condoms littering 
the parking lot and once we even 
found a ridiculously large dildo. 


Around that same time in my life, 
my friends and | were scouring 

our parents’ bedrooms for the 
hidden porn stash. This wasn’t only 
mags, but the holy grail of VHS 
tapes. Grainy, poor-quality copies, 
recorded at the extra slow speed 
to fit 3-4 porno movies on a single 
tape. | don’t know how we never got 
caught considering we’d sneak the 
tapes, trade them between each 
other for short times, and then put 
them back. With the internet and 
smart phones, everyone has a 
magical porn store in their pocket. | 
bet Chip was lucky enough to have 
a magical porn store in his pocket 
back in the day. 


| was hoping you guys would make 
it to the Salt Lake City comic- 

con, but it’s the same time and 
Cincy’s. Maybe next year you guys 
can represent in the online porn 
consumption capital (at least from a 
study done in 2009) of the US. 


Jason X. 


WHOA A DILDO? That’s... that’s 
some next level shit. 


One of my favorite things on 
Twitter is when people tweet 
pictures of dildos -- dildi? -- they 
find discarded in public places. 


| also just remembered VHS tape 
speeds now. Holy shit. What a 


SEX TIP Denying your partner satisfaction can be a real 
turn-on for both of you. Blindfold your partner, tease 
them with light touches and then move to a new city. 


bunch of fucking cavepeople we 
were. 


Also Chip and | are into rubbing 
one out somewhere scary, like in 
a haunted house. Are there any 
haunted houses in SLC. 


Just so you know, my “magical 
porn store” in my pocket was the 
hole that was in my pocket. -CZ 


Dear Chip-Chap-Choe and 
Mattnutrition, 


(...) | was wondering: if you got to 
redesign sex organs, what changes 
would you make? I’d probably make 
testicles look a little less wrinkly, and 
maybe make penises have ridges. 

| dunno, | just feel like ridges make 
everything cooler. Maybe vaginas 
should be able to talk, too. That’d 

be cool. 


‘Straya 


Yeah, | have some ideas. 


f 
\palls 


BALLS. WHY ARE THEY ON THE 
OUTSIDE OF THE BODY? It’s 
crazy! They’re very important 
and easily hurt! Sure, it’s nice 
when someone licks ‘em or 
electrocutes them a bit but that’s 
not worth the constant worry 
about slamming them in your 
desk drawer. So, | think they 
should be relocated to just under 
the heart, because they are just 
that valuable. 


low 'ng 
J torts 


Vaginas are fantastic, but I 
have some suggestions. First, 
clitorises should glow. It would 
have saved me a lot of trouble 
from ages 17-20. Next, and this 
goes for guys too, pubic hair 
should be softer and maybe fluffy 
like a pillow. And instead of just 
your li'l pee hole, ladies should 
get to have a tiny penis. Not too 
much that it gets in the way, but 
just enough that you can grab it 
and pee standing up with ease. 
Also, maybe | can suck it a bit? 


Penises! Maybe instead of 

going soft, they can just be 
collapsible. That way, if a guy 

is losing his erection, instead 

of gettin’ squishy, it can get a 
little bit shorter, but compensate 
with the ridges created from the 
collapsing! Also, maybe a tiny 
vagina just above the penis, for 
deep throatin’ champs who want 
to give a little nose lovin’. Also, it 
bleeds once a month so guys can 
deal with that shit too. 


Yeah. Ideas. -CZ 


| thought that because you took 
a break, SC #6 might have some 
freshness to it. 


Nope. Like | said last time | wrote to 
you, this book has 2 characters, 1 
idea, and 0 plot. 


Here it is 6 issues in and you are 
still milking that poop-in-the-planter 
joke for all it’s worth. It was funny 
the first time, now it seems to 
indicate a lack of any more ideas. 


The developments are all minor: 
the Sex Police tracking device, 

we see Kuber Badal but nothing 
happens with him, and Jon’s dick 
disappeared. Even that wasn’t 
explained very well, if at all. So I’m 
not sure if it really happened, if he’s 
just imagining it, or it’s some sort of 
metaphor. | guess | don’t care. 


All we really get in terms of plot is 
Suze complaining about the bank 
canceling the library loan. Big deal. 
Am | really suppose to care about a 
bank loan? 


I’ve noticed a trend amoung new 
comics over the last few years: 
creators assume their books are 
going to run 60 issues and plot 
accordingly, which makes the first 
issues slow and boring because 
there is no way the reader can see 
the Big Picture. 


I'll say it again: anyone who is 
putting out a first issue should read 
Fantastic Four #1 first. Stan Lee 
and Jack Kirby put everything you 
needed to know in that one comic, 
and then went from there. 


These days, with Sex Criminals, 
Sex, The Wicked and The Divine, 
and a few others, the first issues 
don’t intrigue me. And then neither 
does the second. | hung around 
with SC for 6, but I’m done. 


Either you don’t have enough ideas 
to maintain any momentum, or you 
think dribbling them out is going to 

keep your audience enthralled. 


Your two main characters have 
an interesting power, but they 
themselves are not interesting. 


SEX TIP Don’t feel bad if your partner needs to touch 
themselves and your best friend in order to get off. 


Good luck with all of that. 


Daniel M. 


But next issue they try rubbing 
one out somewhere scary, like 

in a haunted house! Just like in 
FANTASTIC FOUR #1! 


“Two characters, one idea, zero 
plot” is my favourite porn video. 
-CZ 


So that’s how Mr Fraction thought 
of this book. When you cum you do 
kind of lose track of things around 
you. | imagine that makes sense 
that you’d make a comicbook 
about this experience only give ita 
magical bent. This is magical right? 
Ha, you guys think sex is magical 
rather than evolution making us 
want to have sex to reproduce and 
has confused us with “feelings” to 
keep us on track. Insidious really. 
Anyway, Kuber Badal, most made- 
up sounding name ever. Unless 
this person has a Bulgar ruler 
father from centuries ago and an 
Afghan warlord’s daughter for a 
grandmother. Also, no penis is like 
a metaphor for erectile dysfunction 
when on too many meds right? 

All gotta be metaphors like pot 
dumping thing signifying how leave 
a piece of yourself every time you 
leave work or something. This book 
has proven to be most entertaining 
so keep it up until HBO or Showtime 
decide they need another show with 
lots of sex and violence. Excalibur 
or excelsior yo! 


Affable Ali 


Nope! Jon pooping in the plant 
is literal. He is literally shitting in 
a plant. Next time you'll have to 
rub one out somewhere scary, 
like in a haunted house, to win a 
SexCrims OH!-Prize. 


Matt promised me right from the 
start: NO metaphors, just like in 
classic Fantastic Four #1! -CZ 


BRIMPING IS NOT FOR THE 
UNCIRCUMCISED. Now | have a 
bunch of hair stuck in my foreskin. 
Jason T 


Next time, maybe try brimping 
somewhere scary, like in a 
haunted house. 


How sexy would a house be if 
it had a giant wig on it? Pretty 
fucking sexy I'd imagine. -CZ 


| related closely to this issue, and | 
appreciate that Jon’s “brain things” 
became the focus of the story. I’ve 
had... no... | HAVE brain things 
too. In fact, | felt inexplicably and 
profoundly anxious while reading 
the issue this morning. Was it just 
too much coffee? Is it the pressure 
I’ve been under lately? Was it that 
Jon’s fears are a little too close to 
home after the recent cancer scare 
my wife had? Did he remind me of 
some of my own historical issues? 


| can relate to Jon’s anxiety. His 
situation is... well... unique, but 

his symptoms are not. Anxiety is 
the root of so many “brain things.” 
That is my professional opinion. 
And sometimes the roots of anxiety 
are elusive. Discovering why 

shit gets so tense and scary and 
unmanageable for some of us and 
what we can do about it is one of 
the reasons I’ve pursued a career in 
mental health. There has to be an 
alternative for most people to dulling 
our senses and our souls with 
drugs. No offense to some of my 
psychiatric counterparts (there are 
certainly times when better living 
through chemistry is needed), but | 
don’t think turning grey and tuning 
out is something most of us would 
consider getting better. 

So | cheered when Jon blew one 
on his chin, regained his color, and 
attacked his problem head on. Fuck 
yes! My own anxiety faded. | now 
await the next issue not anxiously, 
but with eager anticipation. | 

would never recommend a client 
masturbate and then stomp off to 


the home of a hated enemy to... 
well, we'll have to see what he 
does. I’d probably lose my license. 
Still, whatever the consequences, 

| suspect this will be a therapeutic 
experience for our co-protagonist. 
Thanks for coming back. Again, 
FUCK YES! 

-Mark F. 

PS. It looks like they got everything 
and the wife will be okay. Still... 
cancer? Really? We’re barely in our 
thirties for fucksake! Life is heavy. 
Lift with your legs and ask fora 
hand when needed. 


Oh, man. Glad to hear the missus 
is okay. Brimp on, Brimper. 


From now on, only try rubbing 
one out in soothing places, like 
spas, or your office supply closet. 


HAUNTED supply closets. -CZ 


| was at HeroesCon for your 
(ahmazing) panel, and when 
audience Q&A came around | really 
wanted to ask something, but my 
trustworthy brain was taking a 
snoozer | guess. Of course, as soon 
as the panel ended | thought of 
something, and | was hoping to hear 
your thoughts on it. 


So, due to the content and language 
of your book, | was wondering if 
fans often approach you in a very... 
familiar way. | can just imagine 
people coming up at signings 
saying something like, “I’d love it if 
you could jizz in my book.” You’ve 
always been very open to your 
audience, but | wonder if it ever gets 
a little weird or overwhelming. 


Leemoe J 


Yeah, but, y’know. It’s cool. We 
put Chip’s ass and my nipple 
piercing in the goddamn thing. 
We’re, y’know -- we keep it pretty 
casual here on team SEXCRIMS. 


Also, next time at a SexCrims 
panel, if you find yourself getting 
tongue- or brain-tied, maybe 


SEX TIP Having sex in new locations can be exciting, 
like when Neil Armstrong fucked the moon. 


try rubbing one out somewhere 
scary, like in a haunted house. 


Wait am | not supposed to jizz in 
people’s books -CZ 


(...) 


I’ve been dealing with depression 
for... 5 years now? | think so. I’m 

21. And when | tell people I’m 
depressed | often receive comments 
like “But you’re not really depressed, 
right?” and “Seriously? But you look 
so happy!” 


And this bothers me so much 
because it means people are 

used to seeing the stereotypical 
sad depressed person and never 
the impulsive mood-swinging 
sometimes happy sometimes angry 
sometimes sad for no reason at all 
depressed person. (Or any other 
type of depressed people for that 
matter. It seems like if we don’t wear 
a literal dark cloud around us, we 
cannot be labeled as “depressed.”) 


So to see what you did with Jon in 
this issue, dealing with problems 
that I’ve personally dealt with 

in pretty much the same way | 

did back in the days | thought 
medicines were the best solution... 
was wonderful. 


| also remember one TED Talk | 
watched | while back where a guy 
was basically saying that we need 
to destroy the taboo surrounding 
antidepressives. And as much as | 
agree that it shouldn’t be taboo, I’m 
also totally against people thinking 
that it is necessarily the solution for 
depression, even if it is chronical. 


Really. | was loving Sex Criminals 
before and |’m loving it even more 
now. 


Mauro P. 


And mental-health care. And 
treatment. And therapy. And we 
need to stop treating mental 
health like a crime and more like 
a public health issue. 


And we need to make sex 
education a pillar of shaping 
young minds, with free and 
accessible birth control 
anywhere, at any time, to anyone 
that wants or need it. 


And we need more people 
rubbing one out in someplace 
scary, like a haunted house. 


That’s so funny cause | just 
opened a sex ed clinic in this 
haunted house here. -CZ 


(...) The other night, | had a dream 
in which | put a bunch of blueberries 
inside my vagina. Later in the 
dream, | rubbed my clit with a large 
blueberry. What does it mean, 
Doctor?? 


Wigglytuff 


It means your safeword should 
be “Violet Beauregarde.” And 

you should try rubbing one out 
someplace made mostly of candy, 
like Willy Wonka’s factory. 


It means you have a yeast 
infection, I’m so sorry. -CZ 


Hey guys im 20 and a virgin. This 
mainly because | had body image 
issues as a teenager. Im starting 

to get over them and im more 
confident now but | guess | just want 
some advice on how to lose the old 
v card because im starting to feel 
like ive left it to long. 


Alex W. 


| don’t think you’ve left it too long 
-- especially if whatever your 
body issues were at the time kept 
you from feeling like you were 
ready or confident enough for it. 


| dunno what advice I'd have 
beyond remembering sex is 
weird and awkward for literally 
everyone the first time, it’s 


hilarious, you might not even 
have an orgasm and that’s okay, 
as long as you’re into it and not 
in pain that you don’t care to 

be in and your partner feels the 
same it’s normal and regular 

and great and the best part is 
finding someone you dig enough 
and who digs you enough to lie 
around naked doing stuff to you 
and or having stuff done to them 
by you. Oh and porn lies to you 
pretty much about everything. 
Sex that looks good on camera 
isn’t necessarily the way humans 
actually dig for real. 


Also maybe try getting your 
v-card punched someplace scary, 
like a haunted house. 


| don’t even know WHAT losing 
your virginity means! Is it 

oral? Does there have to be 
penetration involved? Can’ta 
mouth be penetrated? My mouth 
is penetrated every time | eat 

an Ikea 75¢ hot dog! Does there 
even need to be another person 
there? Is it marriage? Is it death? 
If only we had a sex educator to 
clear things like this up for us. 
That’d be cool. -CZ 


ASK A SEX 
EDUCATOR! 


OKAY BRIMPERS: Last month we 
introduced you to Emily Nagoski, 
sex educator and author of COME 
AS YOU ARE, and invited you to 
ASK A SEX EDUCATOR. She went 
through the barrage of questions 
and graciously picked a few to 
answer. Dig it: 


What are your thoughts on male 
virginity and its possible negative 
effects? I’m in my early 20s and 
haven't done pretty much anything. 
How and why? It’s a result of a 
combination of being kinda shy, 
being resented and hurt, my 
confidence dropping to zero. 
Richard 


SEX TIP Shower sex is great because you can 
fantasize that you’re having sex out in the rain but the 
rain is hot because these are the End Times. 


Dear Richard (and also Austin, who 
asked about confidence — this is for 
you, too), 


Physically, there are no negative 
effects to not having sex. 


That's because sex is not actually a 
drive, like hunger, which keeps you 
alive. It's an “incentive motivation 
system,” like CURIOSITY. 


You can go your whole life without 
ever having your curiosity satisfied, 
and that will never be what killed 
you. 


Which doesn’t mean you won't 
WANT to die, though, right? 


And that brings us to the 
nonphysical possible negative 
effects. 


Sex is a high risk, high reward, high 
status thing to do. Having sex is like 
winning a prize. Everybody wants to 
win a prize because if you don’t win 
a prize, you're a loser, right? 


No. All of that is untrue; it’s a lie that 
Culture told you. Culture hates you 
and wants you to be unhappy so 
that it can control you. For real. 


Treat culture the way youd treat 
your lying, manipulative asshole of a 
dad. | don’t know if you have a lying, 
manipulative asshole of a dad, but | 
do, and what | do is: | set up a filter 
that sends his emails straight to the 
trash. 


Culture, the lying asshole, can go 
fuck itself. You get to be awesome 
whether or not you’ve put your penis 
inside someone else’s body. And 
don't let anyone tell you otherwise. 
Filter that bullshit into the trash. 

But enough pep talk, how about 
some science? 


The way to have more sexytimes is 
to get your confidence back. Here is 
where science says your confidence 
went, as explained by rats: 


Rat #1 — let’s call him Ralph... only 
“Rate,” like Ralph Fiennes; in fact 
it’s not a rat, it is actually Ralph 


Fiennes — is in a box with a floor 
that periodically electrocutes him. 
Ralph hates being electrocuted and 
he wants to get out of there every 
time it happens. Fortunately for 
Ralph, after the zapping begins, a 
little door opens briefly, and he can 
make a run for it. 


His brain quickly learns that this is 
an attainable goal! His dopamine 
levels DOUBLE as he strives to 
achieve this goal! He is stressed but 
SATISFIED. 


That’s not you. 
This next rat is you: 


Rat #2 — we'll call him Colin, and 
fuck it it’s not a rat, it’s Colin Firth — 
is not in a box, he’s swimming ina 
big tank of water. And Colin would 
like to get the hell out of the water. 
But every time he thinks he’s found 
a place to land, it disappears under 
him and he has to start swimming 
again. As he keeps failing, he get 
frustrated... and then enraged! 
And then — and this is where your 
confidence went — he falls off an 
emotional cliff into a pit of despair. 


Colin’s brain switches its 
assessment of his goal from 
“potentially attainable” to 
“unattainable.” His dopamine levels 
plummet and Colin feels helpless 
and hopeless. He flattens himself 
out and just floats, in a last ditch 
effort to reserve energy until there’s 
any sign of land. Um, it’s a trick he 
learned from watching a rat. 


Like Colin searching for dry 

land, you’ve been searching and 
searching for sex and you haven't 
been successtul. Your brain is 
halfway convinced that this goal 
might be unattainable. On top 

of that, your lying asshole of a 
culture has told you that if the goal 
is unattainable, it’s because you 
suck. Lack of goal attainment + 
lying asshole of a culture = loss of 
confidence. 


So STEP 1 to getting confidence 
back: Set small, incremental goals 
with no timeline. “Keep meeting 
people until | meet four nice ones.” 


“Drink malted milkshakes with 
someone nice.” “Make out with 
someone nice,” “Touch boobies with 
someone nice.” That kind of thing. 
Small, attainable, incremental. 


STEP 2: Try loads of different ways 
of achieving each small goal. The 
only rule is: the other person has to 
be basically as glad to be there as 
you are. STEP 2a: Enjoy the trying. 
If you only enjoy ACHIEVING a 
goal, and not working TOWARD a 
goal, you will be unhappy almost all 
the time. 


Quick and simple, right? 
No it isn’t. It’s slow and difficult. 


Go ahead and be mad or sad 

about having to do all this work just 
because you got stuck with some 
lying, manipulative asshole of a 
culture instead the supportive, sane, 
affectionate-hair-tousling culture you 
were born deserving. 


And then set small, incremental 
goals. 


tl;dr: your confidence and more 
sexytimes will appear together, hand 
in hand, if you build confidence 
through small incremental goals. 


Hope that helps. 


And that was 
ASK A SEX 
EDUCATOR! 


Loved the last issue and the series 
in general, its kind of my favorite 
series right now. | hope it continues 
forever and thanks for raising 
awareness for CancerAIDS. We will 
find the cure one day. 


-Ryan B 


There is no cure for CancerAIDS, 
because | am fucking crazy. But 
as long as we all keep rubbing 
one out someplace scary, like a 
haunted house, there’s hope. 


SEX TIP If you find you don’t have time during your 
busy day for sex then start having microsex while you 
go for coffee or fold laundry. Just super tiny sex. 


Please go see my new 
documentary, A Haunted House 
Called Hope: Obama’s America, 
in theaters next spring (if we all 
live that long). -CZ 


(...) | once lay down on the bed and 
told my husband to “stick your man 
plunger in my lady toilet.” 


It didn’t work for me, but | hold out 
hope for others. 


Rose D. 


| have literally nothing to add. 


Call me after your divorce. -CZ 


re: sex criminals #05, pg. 09 


who the fuck uses bing 
nobody, fuck bing 
this comic is bullshit, sex isn’t real 


Derek 


Right now go bing “Derek loves 
rubbing one out somewhere 
scary, like in a haunted house” 
and see what bings up. 


Do it. DO IT! EVERYBODY DO IT! 
EVERYBODY DO IT SO DEREK 
BECOMES BINGNONYMOUS 
WITH RUBBING ONE OUT INA 
HAUNTED HOUSE. 


| was a curious child and my 
parents never talked about anything 
so my first intro to what sex was 
was finding an 8mm porn with Seka 
on the cover wearing a scarf and, 

| remember, navy stockings. On 

the flipside she was on her back 

on a bar and taking one guy in 

her business and the other in her 
mouth. As a grown up, | spent some 
time trying to find that 8mm porn 
(until | got bored of collecting porn 
and having the too hot lamp burn 
through so many reels and donated 
my projectors to a local filmhouse). 


Also, | really love giving upside 
down beejs too. Still waiting for that 
MMF though. But | digress. 


My first intro to comics was 
thumbing secretly through my 
brother’s stash and seeing naked 
ladies getting bitten on the neck by 
vampires. 


Then | come across (not literally. | 
take care of my stash. | come *next 
to* them) Sex Criminals in the store 
and buy it (because it’s bagged with 
a censored cover so | must have it). 
When Suzie discovers her power 

in the bathtub | was taken back in 
time to accidentally discovering 

that same fantastic feeling in the 
very same manner. Suzie is my 
new superhero. Tied with Wonder 
Woman. And now I’m getting 
distracted thinking of that literally... 


So here we are. A chick who 
enjoys porn, nudity in comics, 

and bonds with characters who 
have obsessions with old school 
porn stars and waterboarding their 
pussy. Well done, guys. | love you. 
And now my boyfriend does too. 
And we’re both appreciative of the 
way you write women. Thanks for 
being fantastic. 


| want your comic to be a movie 
soon. Hollywood needs to get on 
that. 


<3, 
@fofacy 


8MM! Jesus, what a classy bunch 


of hobo beatoffs lived in your 
woods. 


Also wait, they bag and censor 
our covers?!? 


B-because they’re so ugly? :( -CZ 


Just asking for a bit of help. | let my 
girlfriend borrow my copies your 
comic, but | feel she may get the 
wrong idea about it. | borrowed 
them to her just to help me out to 
start talking about sex with her. 

Not having it, just sex in general. 


Any suggestions about what | 
should do next? 


Reece 


It’s awkward, and embarrassing, 
and might make you feel 
vulnerable, or exposed, or dirty 
or weird or ashamed; you might 
be afraid you'll scare her off or 
turn her off or otherwise end your 
sex-life with her. Then again, you 
might figure out stuff she’s into, 
let her know stuff you’re into, and 
find that your relationship, sexual 
and otherwise, is more awesome 
for the careful and thoughtful 
navigation of the topic. It’s really 
hard to express need and want. 
It’s really hard to show that side 
of yourself to someone you just 
like, let alone care for, and yet -- 
communication is the first part of 
getting your shit rocked. 


Have you ever considered 
rubbing one out in a haunted 
house? -CZ 


NEXT MONTH! 
ROBERT RAINBOW: VAGINA 
DOCTOR MD! 
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